little man with a nervous smile, lie seemed sheepishly
anxious to propitiate theDuce, who appeared to treat Mm
rather cavalierly.
Did those silent Florentines feel in their bones that this
man was something other than he seemed ? Did an instinct
tell them that he was Juggernaut and that tens of thousands
of them and of their children would perish and their lovely
land be utterly devastated in the name of that Axis which
they hated and scorned ?
But at Lynton in the autumn of 1939, the Axis was the
last thing to enter into our calculations. Italy was neutral
and if ever she ceased to be so would certainly, as in the
last war, be fighting on our side. Winter was ahead, an
English winter that had been strictly ruled out by compe-
tent doctors for both John and Evguenia. Winter, more-
over, likely to be attended, if half the rumours one heard
were true, by shortage of food and scarcity of fuel that
would further intensify its dangers for the unfit.
All those latent fears of losing what I loved, all John's
long-past predictions that she would die before me; all my
dim but instinctive feeling that she was gravely menaced,
rose up rampant within me to do battle with circumstances.
If hell froze I was going to get her back to the south. * , .
But I made, thank God, just one reservation: I prayed that
my efforts should succeed only if it were God's will------
In John herself I found no ally; she was very fir indeed
from wishing to leave England. Even though she was
compelled to admit that physically she was entirely unfit
for war-work of any kind, she repeated over and over
again that one's place was in one's own country when that
country was at war, that she couldn't go about labelled
as unfit and that if she went away people would say she was
skulking, and it was only by demanding the fulfilment of
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